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The News Plays On 
John Patrick Robbins 


Much like time, headlines never cease to exist. 
Every story is a time capsule and this year has taken its toll on us all. 


As we locked ourselves away to ride out this storm, popping our heads 
out to find we have mostly endured. 


Writers are natural born hermits and our loner streak has kept us mostly 


going. 
From friends taken by something we fully do not understand. 


Tonight I drink alone as often I do. 

Never believe I am an island unto myself. 

For my friends tonight in these pages we share a drink. 

Tomorrow will find us in a world ever changing where chaos is the new 
world order. 


Tonight is not for egos, tonight is for the voices silenced from ignorance 
or snuffed out by hate. 


I am honored to share a page and hope to provide an escape. 
As your words do the same for me. 


To the darkness ahead and the fallen behind. 


Remember the voices that haunt the night 
And forever embrace the page. 


in a small town 
J.J. Campbell 


alone with 
my thoughts 
in a hot car 


still stuck in 

a small town 
that i can't 
seem to escape 


remember the 
first rush of 
cocaine 


the way her 
eyes glistened 
after that first 
kiss 


or all the pain 
when she said 
she never loved 
you that way 


one of these days 
i will stumble 
upon a tall cliff 


hopefully, 
gravity still 
works 


True Legend 
-for C.F. 
Todd Cirillo 


He is up in Alaska cooking 

on a fishing boat 

that never leaves the dock. 

It is his ten thousandth 

short term job 

in a decade stacked up 

with short term jobs. 

They get fewer and far between 

as his smoking, drinking and isolation 
grows deeper. 

We always text back and forth. 

I worry about him. 

He spends most days alone, 

though he has survived 

more than most ever could imagine. 
Always broke 

but never broke down. 

Those who know him 

tell stories at parties and pool tables, 
the time he drank seven hand grenades 
from Bourbon Street, 


or when he left a party at eleven 

and came back at four in the morning 

with someone else’s clothes on, 

his word for word knowledge of biblical verse, 
or the moment he announced, 

at the stuffy Uptown garden party, 

“if I knew it was this type of party, 


I'd have stuck my dick in the mash potatoes.” 

I miss him and wonder if he ever feels disheartened. 
I ask, 

“How’s it goin up there?” 

He responds, 

“Pretty good, 

kind of sad, 

the old Captain’s wife passed away, 

Salmon are all dead this year, 

lots of sitting around 

making sure no one steals my stuff... 

But, I learned how to make homemade lox today!” 


Some legends 
are just not that well known. 


If I Didn’t Dream It 
Puma Perl 


I stopped remembering my dreams 
They seem to have gone the way of live music, 
performing, drinking at the bar, hugging friends 


Sex and conversation, laughing in the street 
Did any of my life really happen? 


Or have I always sat at this desk, 
hidden away from people 

like a rock and roll Emily Dickinson, 
imagining dancing in front of the band 
music so loud it took half my hearing 
and in that moment not thinking, 

not caring about consequences 

or tomorrow or even much of yesterday 


Was it all a dream? 

Did I sit, surrounded 

by not quite white walls 

and rows of books, 

as I created the life I thought about, 
the one I always wanted, 

a tough broad with a soft spot 

that only a few ever touched, 
keeping those few forever 


If it was real, wouldn’t I dream it? 
Sometimes I wake in the morning, 
sepia images of casual acquaintances 
floating towards the ceiling, 

unclear why they’re the ones 

who visit, never anybody 

with a hint or mystery 


or a scent of the forbidden, 
just some legs and heads 


riding the same bus 
or standing in the elevator 


Another morning comes, 

another coffee in the same 

black cup, MOMA, 2000 

Does it mean I was there, 

at a museum retrospective 
wandering among Picassos, 

red and blue periods, 

Van Gogh’s Starry Night, 
Modigliani’s long necked women? 
Or did IJ sit in my chair 

in front of the oak roll top desk, 
far away from art and air and breath? 


What if everything is a dream 
and my sleeping hours are empty 
of thought and image? 


What if nothing 
ever happened? 


AT THE BAR IN HELL 
R.M. Engelhardt 


Nero 
Hitler 
Stalin 

& Trump 


All walk 
Into a bar 


Nero 
Gets a glass 
Of Wine 


Stalin 
A Vodka 


And Hitler 

Gets a cup of his 
Mothers breast 
Milk 


The bartender 
Looks at Trump 
And says: 


We don't serve amateur 
Sociopaths or 

Wanna be's only true 
Psychopaths & 

And the worst 

Stinking shit 

Of human kind 


Trump starts 
To cry, the other 
Tyrants laugh at him 


Bartender 
Gives him a 
Shirley Temple, 
Laughs and tells 
Him 


Don't drop 
The soap 


THE DRUNKEN POET RETURNS 
Bradford Middleton 


My final beer means I must soon pack up 
Get to bed and get some rest but now I 
Must lift the remnants of this bottle, this 
Wonderous juice, in celebration of the 
Joyous words that have come forth during 
This evening that shows I ain't lost it, 

Just momentarily forgot where I'd put it, 

It was buried so deep it took a while to dig 
On out, hours playing solitaire instead of 
Getting on the mainline source of writing 
Until tonight, a hard days work to wash off 
Forget and just sit back drinking beer and 
Writing some poetry, so to both these great 
Things I salute you as tonight I remember 
Just how to be a drunken poet. 


when Terry, 
Wolfgang Carstens 
the hemophiliac, 


showed up after school 
to fight my friend Scott, 


Scott 
didn’t even blink. 


he looked Terry 

square in the eye, 
smashed one fist 

into the palm of the other, 


then quoted a line 
from his favorite 


AC/DC song: 


“If you want blood, 
you’ve got it.” 


10 


Addiction 
Dennis Moriarty 


I am drifting in silence 

Alone and high 

On the narcotic notes of her laughter. 

Lost in the ochre shades 

Of her Autumn eyes, 

The frail beauty of my addiction. 

Pressed into the void 

Left by sunset 

I am scaling new heights of dependency. 

My pupils dilated, 

Heart racing, 

My cries strangled and crushed in the larynx. 
I am drifting high and alone 

Away from myself 

And in through the opioid opening of her mind. 
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Registered 
Ryan Quinn Flanagan 


He said he was registered 
and I asked him why the hell 
he would ever vote 

when he knew it was all 

a sham. 


Then he looked around 
before leaning in close 
as if sharing state secrets. 


A registered sex offender, 
he said. 

I thought you should hear it 
from me first. 


I told him I wasn’t registered 
to vote or because of 
the other thing. 


He thanked me for being 
so understanding. 


I hadn’t understood anything 
since Pangea. 


He didn’t seem to care. 
As long as he thought he was 


in the clear 
when he wasn’t. 
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The Fool 


Gwil James Thomas 


Foolish enough, 

to find myself 
funny and 
arrogance hilarious. 


Foolish enough, 

to use fake arrogance 
to balance out my 
fake modesty. 


Foolish enough 

to know that only 

I’m here for a moment 
and still find time 

for anger. 


Foolish enough, 

to put art over error 
and believe that 

art is enough. 


Foolish enough, 

to fall in love as soon 
as she shows me 

a nipple. 


Foolish enough, 

to think that poetry 
can’t antagonise, 
or upset. 


Foolish enough, 


to have become 
a poet to begin with. 
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Smart enough, 
to know that even fools 
get lucky sometimes. 
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ASH 


Susan Tepper 


There was a hill and I stood at the bottom and he pulled me up by a long 
rope, the way a boat can be pulled to shore. This may have been a dream 
or some past remembrance. In actual time it’s inconsequential, as I am 
here, now, he is here, the room is the room. He accepts beauty the way a 
bird accepts flight. It was a natural thing to bring the girl. We both need 
the girl. The girl will keep us both safe. He touches me first, of 

course. He knows the way it has to be. Then he touches the girl and the 
sweetness of him is pouring out onto the sheets, it spills amber colored as 
the girl writhes. She has a name but we don’t use it. He calls her _ while 
I say nothing at all. He moves from her body to mine fluid as the canal at 
midnight. Neither she nor I glance at the other. This is not out of 
jealousy or disrespect. The other doesn’t exist, in and of itself. The other 
is a porcelain statue in an alcove in this room, a nude painting in pastels 
on the wall, some scratchy music that comes up as a death 

warble. Piaff. Ora strangulated sigh. When it’s done the girl gets up 
and leaves quickly. Entangled in the sheets we watch the light outside 
turning the windows to ash. 
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Long Distance Call 
Matt Amott 


He sits at the bar 

having one too many 

and thinking about her. 

Wondering 

if it's truly over, 

he hears 

Muddy Waters 

on the jukebox sing 

"You say you love me, darling 

please, call me on the phone sometime." 


He grabs his cell 

and starts to dial 
when 

he sees her walk in 

on the arm 

of another man. 
Pausing for a moment, 
he hangs up the phone, 
finishes his whiskey 
and slides out 

the back 

while Muddy sings 
"There's another mule 
kicking in your stall." 
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Sometimes the Wind Obstructs Hearing 
Jim Bourey 


As I walked from our house 

I could see her. She stood 

on snowy front steps, smoking 

furiously, one cigarette after another, 

as if she had never seen a cancerous lung 
in a public health ad. She was attractive, 
young, tense. 


Her Eagles parka was zipped up tight. 
I stopped, said hi. Said something typical 
about the weather. Asked how AI was doing. 


Newlyweds, they were. She shivered. 
Al’s gone. 
The beginning of a complicated conversation. 


She fired up another Marlboro. 


I thought 
my life is already complicated. 


Say hi to him for me when he gets back 


I quickly started moving 

down the street. She may have said 
he isn’t coming back. 

I can’t be sure. 

The wind had picked up again. 
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CAST OF THOUSANDS 
Jay Passer 


I’m hired as an extra. 
I’m shot down in a mass execution. 


at the red-carpet opening of the movie 
I make sure to point out the scene where 


my faceless, nameless 
character is murdered. 


on screen, the corpses 
are shoveled into a pit. 


it’s a mystery; 
it’s a silent movie. 


so what if the theater’s empty: 
I got an award for best extra. 


of course, I couldn’t keep it. 
But I couldn’t help exclaiming 


hey Ma! 
that was me up there! 
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TRANSFORMATION ‘BLUES’ 


Don Robishaw 
“Hey, Buddy Can You Spare a Dime?’ (Bing Crosby, 1932) 
New Ways 
Old Panhandler 
Traditional ways don’t work these days 
Panhandling calls for patience, persistence, writing skills 
Blue sharpie on cardboard, invented spelling acceptable 
Better idea, offer a service 
Dan Ryan, Hedge Fund Manager 
Old bearded dude idling around an intersection 
outside my gated village 
taps the corner of a squeegee 
against the mirror of my BMW 
Yo brother can ya spare a dime?’ 


Where’s the dude who usually does windshields ? 


Gone, ain’t coming today. My friend’s not coming no more. 
‘Left behind’ something special for you, though. 


What’s that? 
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A note for Dan: ‘Give this old guy here a buck. 


And shove those damn dimes up your ass, ya cheap fuck.’ 
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Untapped Genius 


Scott Simmons 
There are thousands of lines I’ve deleted. 


And over a million I wish I thought of. 
Maybe if I did you would be reading a good poem right now. 
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Hope for the Best 
November 12, 2018 


India LaPlace 


When there’s nothing you can do, 

Including sleep, 

So you sit in a steamy bath 

And drink beer through a straw 

While you wait to hear if your mother has died in a hospital room 30 
minutes away. 

I’ve been in my fair share of hospitals 

And I’m sure it’s colder than her bedroom, 

Where she’s been dying for the last 11 years. 


And I feel a little guilty. 

Should I go up there? 

Visit her? 

It might be the last time I see her alive, technically, 

Even though it feels like she died in 2007. 

God. I’ve got to talk to my daughter about this and I don’t know what to 
say. 

Should I take my daughter to see her? 

Traumatize her the way I was traumatized when I was 16 and it was far 
worse than I’d imagined? 


She was a husk of the woman who raised me. 

Like a caricature, 

But instead of being silly and exaggerated and humorous, 
She barely seemed to exist anymore. 

And she cried when she saw me see her. 

And she squeezed my hand for the last time. 

And she tried, 

But she couldn’t say my name. 

She tried to tell me it was going to be okay 


While I tried to hold back tears. 
And the next time I saw her, 
She didn’t know who I was. 
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The dog is crying downstairs. 

He misses my dad. 

He knows something is wrong. 

I haven’t cried yet. 

My tears for my mother stopped in that hospital room a long time ago. 
My sisters have cried while 

Speaking words like “quality of life,” 

And, “All we can do is hope for the best, whatever that means.” 
Feeling like assholes while we skirt around the synonymous thought 
we’re all having: 


“T hope she doesn’t make it.” 


So, listen. 

I get it. 

I loved Marvel too. 

But I’ve been watching my mom deteriorate for a decade. 

So when you send me your messages and snaps about Stan Lee, 
I’m not all that torn up. 
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Dear Maura:(for Maura O' Connor, poet.) 


Kevin M. Hibshman 


Sweet downed hummingbird. 

I wonder where you are now in a country gone mad. 

Did you give up poetry to become an office girl? 
Perhaps you said what you needed to say and it is better to forget? 
Your poems scared me to death when I first read them. 

I was alright then, able to don the mask of a survivor. 
Things have changed. 

Every day is a battle for sanity I'm not sure I'll win. 

My days are a blur. 

My nights, a gasp. 

I'm writing this to you because I know you'd understand. 
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Moving Target 
Julie Valin 


When you said 

you were going to drive 

off a cliff 

if I didn't stay with you, 

I thought it was a romantic prospect. 
I imagined you in your 280 Z, 

a little silver bullet, 

gunning up over the ridge 

of Devil's Slide 

where the edge of the earth, 

and the Devil himself, 

sit on the passenger side— 

the seatbelts secured 

Just for irony's sake— 

saying nevermind 

the steering wheel. 

The hood would strike the sun 

like a cannon, 

if you were aiming upward. 

And I know your flaming determination 
would at least saw-off 

part of a cloud. 

But there's nothing spectacular 
about eventually reaching your target, 
especially 

when it's moving 


away. 
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great white failure 
Ben Newell 


I bought a new notebook today 

[100 pages/college ruled] 

but this isn’t being written in the new notebook, 

this is being written 

on one of the few blank sheets remaining in the old notebook. 


Truth be known, 

I’m not too thrilled about making the switch; 
this notebook has been good to me 

whereas the new notebook might not be so good. 


It could take me years 

to fill the new notebook [if I fill it at all]; 

the new notebook 

could be jinxed, cursed, possessed; 

it could be the end of me, the death of creation. 


Of course 

such anxiety is hardly unfamiliar; 

I experience this 

with each and every new notebook— 


The terror of being unable to fill space, 

the terror of having nothing left to say, 

the terror of taking my great white failure back 
and being told all sales are final. 
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Standing In Line 
Alyssa Trivett 


I was craving boiling hot coffee 

at this odd hour. Or a beer, although 
I don't drink much nowadays. 

The lines seep in, occasionally. 

My head winds around the day. 

I'd call my man 

but he's still asleep. 

Not even the rooster's crow 

is up this early. 
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Sleep 
Dan Provost 


--and I sympathize with 
the undone clown who 


bears his soul across the street. 


tough, hardened lines formed 


around a cracked, painted face. 


Only a hint of lackluster 


wait for 
celebrated slumber. 
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Tomorrow 
Luis Cuauhtemoc Berriozabal 


At twenty, tomorrow 
was tomorrow 


and life seemed to 
never be out of days. 


Things have changed at 50 
and time is precious. 


If only tomorrow promised 


more tomorrow’s, Id rest easy. 
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Hit Me Again 
Tony Pena 


A handful of well whiskey shots 
poured by a bartender with ears 
like a satellite dish and advice 
like he’s fucked Dear Abby 

on the side for many a year 
eases the gnawing of mind 

for the dark stretch between 
midnight and hell but the birds 
of prey always come home 

to roost and they never ever 
drag the baggage away from 
my broke down tatterdemalion 
ass when the sun burns holes 
like bullets through the shades. 
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It All Comes Down To Aces And Eights Eventually 
John Patrick Robbins 


It was just another night working the floor. 

Busy and luckily over without any casualties. 

I sat there with Phil, sipping a beer laughing over shit I cannot remotely 
recall. 


"Fuck man don't you ever think about quitting this shit Jack? And just 
finding a normal gig?" 


"Yeah bud, of course but I'm not really into waking up in the morning 
and banging nails. And with my background not like there are a ton of 
options." 


"Should have kept your big ass out of trouble and buried your head in 
those books instead of between some girls legs." 


Phil said as he cracked up laughing. 


"Hey Motherfucker, I have you know I passed sex ed with flying colors. I 
mean I should've followed my true passion to college and become a 
gynecologist." 


"Can you two knuckle heads cut the shit and finish those beers so I can 
get the fuck out of here before sunrise." 


Beth said laughing at us both. 

She was a true character and the bartender and owner. At the dive called 
Sharks it was a rough place but popular and much like its owner had its 
charm. 
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"Fuck it brother, I got to hit the road, wife's going think I'm up to no good 
if I don't turn up soon." 


"Fuck Phil, your old lady has you so well trained she knows damn well 
you ain't going to do shit besides don't she make you leave the Viagra at 
home?" 

"Jack, don't start that shit again." 


Beth said as she was cleaning down the bar. 


"Screw you Jack, at least I got someone to go home to and doesn't require 
a bicycle pump to keep inflated." 


"Hell grandpa, I have you know I invested in one of those high dollar 
dolls. Got her on layaway right now. Now only fifty more payments and I 
will be screwing an inanimate object. Cheers to my future." 


"Yeah, I get you like screwing dead things I remember your ex." 


We all busted up to that comment as my best friend headed out the door 
and slipped out into the cold October night. 


I just sat at the bar finishing my beer. 

Keeping Beth company. 

The beach was a rough place for anyone let alone an older woman on her 
own. 


"You know I don't get why you guys rip into each other like you do." 


"It's a verbal war between us my darlin. And tonight father time won, but 
when I get my revenge it will be sweet indeed." 


"You're so full of shit Jack." 
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I was about to reply when we both heard it. 
It was a sound you grew familiar with down on the strip but dreaded to 
hear all the same. 


"Fucking wonderful! Beth stay here and lock the door behind me." 
"Are you fucking nuts!" 


Was all that I heard as even though I didn't want to go out there I knew I 
had no choice. 


The night was a different kind of cold and as I cut through the alley that 
led to the parking lot I just kept hoping as bad as it sounds. 


To not see a familiar face. 
The people were gathered around the scene and as I pushed through I saw 
Phil laying there. 


Apparently some jackass from earlier in the night took offense to being 
booted in the ass out the door. 


Everyone knew where the boys that worked the door parked. 
What they didn't know is who they were looking for. 


Phil was tough as shoe leather but that didn't mean shit when it came to a 
prick with a gun. 


And as Jack viewed the cops arrive and the usual chaos that was a crime 
scene unfold. 


He became all too familiar with a sense of numbness most refer to shock. 


Phil was a character that took a bullet that could have easily been 
intended for Jack. 
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The bullshit fueled by ego and bragging truly didn't matter. 
Jack couldn't recall the rest of that night he only remembered. 


Sitting in the darkness of his apartment listening to the street outside. 


His friend would be tomorrow's headline and the sadness that existed in 
his family's hearts forever. 


Jack thought about Phil asking, didn't he ever think about leaving all this 
shit behind. 


The real answer was always yes. 
But a moth can never resist a flame; it's just part of its nature. 


Truth is if you danced on that razors edge eventually it would catch up 
with you. 


Jack had dodged the bullet and lost someone who deserved far better than 
a punk’s itchy trigger fingers wrath. 


But he knew if he stayed in this scene eventually it would be him making 
the evening news and taking space at the morgue. 


Nobody ever truly is ready to be the next in line. 
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like a household pet 
J.J. Campbell 


another summer afternoon 
at a doctor's office during 
the pandemic 


i wonder how many years 
will i have to wait in the 
car like a household pet 


at least 1 remembered 
to put the window 
down a little 
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Wishful Thinking 
Todd Cirillo 


We kissed once. 

It was on the corner 

of Rampart street and St. Peter 
in New Orleans. 

I wish I could say 

it was that magic 

movie moment, 

with the perfect song, 

perfect set up, 

lighting just right, 

bright orange moon overhead, 
anticipation giving way 

to action, 

like the final scene 

in Sixteen Candles, 

with the two main characters 
kissing on a table 

birthday cake shining 

with lit candles in between 
with nothing left to wish for. 
And when the credits rolled 
everyone was already halfway home, 
satisfied and happy 

with what the stars 

brought to them. 


But our kiss wasn’t like that. 
It was sloppy, 

we were drunk, 

the music sucked, 

there was spilled beer 
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and strangers crowding our space. 
We could not really call it 
romantic. 

We could only admit 

it happened 

once. 


There have been no second chances. 


I have had 

a thousand more moments 
between that kiss and today, 
some amazing, 

others incredible, 
fulfilling and fun-- 

but all have put me 

back here, 

alone, 

staring at the stars, 

with one wish left. 
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Wednesday, 6AM 
Puma Perl 


At first, there were no dreams, 
just a jagged jet lagged sleep 
Hours have lost their meaning 
There’s nowhere to go 


Without an outside, 
what is left on the insides? 


Stages of grief pass 


Denial 

Watching Italians 
sing on their terraces 
in other worlds 


Bargaining 

Maybe we’re okay 

if we do this 

or don’t do that 

Are we heard 

when nobody’s here? 


Anger 

People die 

They knew and did nothing 
and more people die 

and we are not okay 


Depression 
Loss of money 
Friends, self, 
lives, fighting 
our way out 
of long days 
without clocks 
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Acceptance 

of who and where 
we are and stand 
but what is left? 


Who am I 

without a poem 

on a stage, 

a black leather jacket 

my back against the wall, 
the reflection in your eyes, 
black hair and makeup? 


What is left? 


Iam alone, 

and suddenly it’s May 
What happened to winter 
and my silver boots, 

my shot glass on the bar, 
the faces I look for 

the drums and bass, 

how do I move 

through shapeless days, 
miles from desire 

and determination? 


Am I really here? 


Why do I breathe 
when others cannot? 


Names, written 
in black markers 
on ribbons 

and white paper 
hang from walls 
and fences 
around the city 
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People buy 
Margaritas to go 
and get haircuts, 
ride bicycles, 

get drunk in parks 


I drink too much, 
eat dark chocolate 
with my whiskey 
I seek inspiration 
from the river, 
color my hair, 
read books 

and do planks 


The dog plays tricks 
and makes me laugh 


We move into Fall 
Maybe there are schools 
Leaves change and 
everyone hates orange 


When I’m asked 
what I have learned 
I hope I can say 

a bit of patience, 

a mustard seed 

of hope. 
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CAFFEINE & NICOTINE 


R.M. Engelhardt 


Caffeine & Nicotine 
Have saved me 

From hell, false religions 
Confusion and the 

Bad decisions 

Of incompetent 
Presidents dumb 
Politicians and 

Racist inhuman 

Shits. Morons on 

Parade totting 

Guns out in public & 
From shallow celebrities 
Looking to the masses 
For worship & fame 
Bobbleheaded sycophants 
Known as Republicans & 
Democrats, critics of 
Unsound narsassisms 
And a white blue eyed Jesus Christ 
Playing beach boy 

On the diseased sands of 
Covid 19 in Florida 


Some might say 

That these habits 

Are quite deadly 
And dangerous 

Some might say 

That these wonderful 
Intoxicating magic addictions 
Are the drugs of 
Peril and death but 
When you are aware 
And awake they shall 
Always show you the 
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Gates of enlightenment 
And that of a higher plane 
Coming like all things with 
The very price of our 
Limited mortality 


Each morning 
Another day 
Bringing us the 
Illusion of hope 
Where there is 
None left 
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My hand is poised, 
Wayne F. Burke 


a pencil 

in my fingers, 

I await to take dictation 
go ahead 

I am listening now 
unlike in school 

when I shut the 
teachers' voices out, 
no one could tell me 
what to do 

or anything else; 

I knew nothing then-- 
did not want to know 
anything; ignorance 
was bliss, like the poet 
said, until 

one day 

it wasn't. 
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WASTED TIME 
Bradford Middleton 


Time has moved on since I used to frequent the bars, 

All those bars over all those years spent down and 
Drinking on the street of ill-repute, but the other night 

I briefly ventured back and it left very little to remember. 
The first bar I hit hard... 

Beer, whiskey 

Beer, whiskey 

Then outside to smoke my mind away and around the 
Corner to a happy hour place. I hit the bar hard... 

Beer, whiskey 

Beer, whiskey 

Then off to the toilet to roll another in some privacy 
Before out that door and up, back trolling the street 
Desperate for some excitement but tonight there ain’t 
Going to be any of that but just to make sure I’Il hit 
Another bar and barely remember it... 

Beer, whiskey 

One last large whiskey 

And then home, alone 

With nothing to remember, just more wasted time, wasted money. 
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The Publishing Game 


Ryan Quinn Flanagan 


She had nice tits 
so she was published 
everywhere. 


All those old horndog 
male editors at the mags 
could see her talent. 
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Poem For a Friend on Fatherhood. 


Gwil James Thomas 


I didn’t hate kids, 

I just never counted 

on having any and 

felt that I was probably 
doing the world more of 
a favour by not bringing 
another human being 

into it anyway - 

but as we walked 

through the park 

and you held your 

one year old daughter 
beneath the falling 
Autumnal leaves and 

she looked back at you 
with her deep dark eyes - 
I saw all those wild years 
the fighting, the arrests, 
the endless late nights, 
the running, the surviving - 
I saw it dissipate by the time 
you'd kissed her forehead 
and realised then that 

I knew nothing. 
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un deux trois 


Susan Tepper 


This is an old game but let’s play it anyway. In front of you on the 
screen are three doors. For the sake of keeping things fresh, let’s call 
them door number un, deux, trois. Now picture me behind one of the 
doors. It will be up to you to choose correctly. I'll give clues. When the 
time comes to pick a door, you should be well schooled in the art of 
deception. Don’t act childish or pout. That will count against you. Not 
by me. I reserve judgment. It will count as you against you. 


Behind door number un: A huge, glittery ballroom. Couples are 
dancing the waltz. The room drips gold rococo from everywhere, as 
though the gold were liquefied into fountains, the light, or some libation 
that’s impossible to refuse. The rest is of marble, satin, tasseled, silver, 
velvet, plush, silken, candles, crystal. The women wear a stunning array 
of gowns in every shade. Accentuating their high, rounded breasts, petal- 
soft shoulders. A perfume emanates from giant bouquets that adorn 
every surface. Heady like an early summer bloom. I am one of the 
twirling couples on the dance floor. My feet skip lightly, my hands rest 
weightless on my partner. Upswept hair worn with wispy 

tendrils around my face. A necklace of diamonds and emeralds clutches 
my throat. With each twirl of the dance, I become more animated, 
flushed, wet. 


Well, what do you think? 


Behind door number deux: | dig with my hands for something to eat 
out of the war torn ground. When I don’t find a potato, or root vegetable, 
I will eat the grubs. My clothes are ragged, filthy. I’m close to 
starvation. My husband was shot in the square. Other husbands put 
down the same way. One of my children ran for escape into the 

woods. Another was raped in front of me then dragged off. I was raped 
by— who could possibly say how many. I can no longer remember my 
children’s names. All I see is the school they attended. A damp place 
burned to its foundations. Walking has become a struggle. Two of my 
toes gone to frostbite. The wind and cold beat steadily. I sleep where I 
can find shelter. Under some bridge that remains; behind the train 
station; in a cellar once, a coal bin. There is nothing to reach for any 
longer. Even the horse was killed then left to rot. 
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Don’t let sentimentality get in your way. 


Behind door number trois: A wagon train carries us westward. Every 
wagon has one weapon at least. We sleep out under the stars. In rain and 
dust storms. Heat. After weeks I can find no beauty in the changing 
landscape. My eyes feel drained. The endless rocking wagon. Croak of 
wheels scraping. It makes a dent in my mind. Mornings I dread 

waking. Fear the Indian sightings. Boston was home. Never again to be 
seen. Our house held an aroma of wood smoke. Silver polish. Baking. 
Hand-made lace trimmed the canopy over the beds. A mirror told me 
who I was each day. One sister kept a kitten found near bushes banking 
the stream. We read by candlelight, in turns, aloud. Dreamt of lovers 
like those found in books. Father said the world is a changing place. He 
boarded a ship not to return. Gold discovered in the western territories 
lured us from our rightful place. 


One woman behind one door. Choose. I am the gift. 
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Back To Her 


Matt Amott 


I set out West, 
heading back to her 
in California. 

Like Tom Joad 
from a bygone era, 
I travel 

the old '66. 
Picking up rides 
from truckers 

and tourist 

who stop 

at run down 
souvenir stands 
along the way. 


I send her postcards 
from each stop 

and my words 
remind her that 
soon, like Joad, 

I'll be there! 
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Lemmy, 
Wolfgang Carstens 


the odds 
were stacked, 
the deck 

was loaded, 
the house 
was against 
you. 


yet, 

even with 
Death’s hand 

on your shoulder, 


when they moved 
your favorite slot 

from the Rainbow 
to your apartment, 


you 


kept 
playing 
for the big 
payout— 


even knowing 
all along 


you 
were born 


to lose. 
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My Poet Friend, Benjamin, Tells Me His Illegal Immigration Story 
as We Enjoy Short Beers and Shots at Mollie’s Tavern 


Jim Bourey 


Traveling along the Northern border road 

Katie and I reached a fence partially hidden by stones 
and thick cottonwoods. We could hear a river 
whispering in the distance. With a sturdy board 

Twe scaled the obstructing wire, 

not becoming victims 

of spiky barbs. It was night. We had a candle, 

no flashlight. A wavering flame, 

was our guide. A disquieting thought of Whitman 
rushed through my mind as we entered this fresh country, 
sneaking back in, as we had crept away 

in those flowery days of the draft lottery. 


My number was less than one hundred. 
She could have stayed behind 

and avoided three bitter winters. 

We blended in on a communal farm 
near Val Marie. After crossing 

back (it was just south of Climax 

as I recall) we hitchhiked to Georgia. 
She rejoined her family. 

I moved on, again and again. 


I nodded and bought another round. 
Old Benjamin never paid for the drinks. 
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PACIFICA 
Jay Passer 


I scratched the names of the dead 
with a stick on the wet sand at the beach 


I knew them by heart 
or else 

I felt them up 

out of wet clay 


I randomly picked 


the names 
of the dead 
from the yellow-pages directory 


in the service station phone booth 
on the road trip East 


as fast as I could 


get out of 
here 
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Depression Blues 2020 (One Year Later) 
Don Robishaw 
Down and out Dan, former high roller scratches his five-day beard 
Trades his iPhone for berry baskets 
Slides half pint of blueberry brandy under the seat 


Opens the smashed-in trunk of his BMW 


Kneels on the ground 


Takes out a blue sharpie, sheet of cardboard 


Prints: SPECIALLY HAND-PICKED WILD BLUEBERRIES 


Dust rises as his first customer’s car 
thunders up beside him 
She rolls down her window, squints from afar 

Steep price even for organic. 

They’re special. 
How so? 

They’re Magic. 

What’s so magical about ‘em? 
Blue smiles in every basket. 


Short-term fix for the long-term blues. 
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Oh Woe Is Me 
Scott Simmons 


Trying to get a woman is a three way fight 


Between your brain, your dick and your heart. 
But in the end your ass is always showing. 


Trust me, I know! 
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PURVEYORS OF LOST MAGIC 


Jana Begovic 


With a sigh of exhaustion, she added the last few lines to her article about 
dreams. Fatigue made her ponder again the reasons behind the low 
energy that had been plaguing her lately. Everything seemed to tire her 
out, both physically and mentally. She could find no rational explanations 
for the feelings of inquietude, tension, vague longings and impatience 
that would wash over her with the suddenness of lightning lurking behind 
serene-looking clouds. There was something within her that clamoured 


for acknowledgement, but its meaning escaped her. 


As always, when encountering a rise of inexplicable disquiet from within, 
she reflected on it briefly, and then began to brush it away until it 
dissipated. She was rather good at avoiding full confrontation with her 
own emotions, and was proud of her ability to bend life to her will by 
following dictates of reason. After all, owing to her focused efforts, 


everything in her life seemed to have fallen in its proper place. 


She successfully defended her Ph.D. thesis in psychology, started a job at 
a prestigious research institution, purchased a posh condominium 


overlooking an enchanting pond, and was in a stable relationship with a 
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medical researcher she met a year ago at a conference. Therefore, these 
wisps of moody dissatisfaction billowing deep within her soul, and 


storming the gates of her logical reasoning made no sense. 


She forced herself to read the article once again before sending it to the 
editor-in-chief of the journal “Windows of Psychology” for the final 
editing, before its scheduled publication in the next month’s issue. In the 
article, she discussed her views about dreams portraying them as events 
humans created in order to process daily information. She never believed 
in the Freudian theory of dreams, their symbolic value, or their ability to 
foreshadow the future. There was no mysticism or mystery associated 
with them, because most phenomena in life could be explained 
scientifically. That is how her mind worked, scientifically and 
pragmatically. Her beliefs found their reflection in her boyfriend’s views, 
and the two of them seemed to be ideally matched. Finley was reliable 


and pleasant, highly intelligent and intellectually curious. 


The advances he made in prostate cancer research made her believe he 


might one day be a recipient of the Nobel Prize. 


When she turned off the light trying to fall asleep, restlessness imbued 
her making her toss and turn. Entering, at last the realm of dreams, she 


was not certain she had even fallen asleep because she was conscious of 
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her surroundings, as if she were awake. Then she realized she was lucid 
dreaming, a phenomenon she’d read about, but never fully acknowledged 
as real, but as yet another product of the New Age philosophy, the 
postulates of which she found affected, false and contrary to sober 


judgement. 


It was nighttime in her dream, and she was climbing a rocky hill led by 
some hidden purpose toward a mysterious destination. When she stopped 
and turned around, she could hear waves crashing against the shore, and 
the image of the sea, frothing in its full azure splendour, flashed before 
her mind’s eye. The air was quivering with the hypnotic sound of cicada 
song. All around her tiny flickers of light revealed the presence of 
multitudes of fireflies heightening her sense of wonder. She inhaled the 


scent of brine mixed with the fragrance of Mediterranean grasses. 


A tang of lemon, lemon, lavender, and perhaps honeysuckle seemed to be 
ingredients in the intoxicating cocktail. A flutter in her soul she had not 


felt for many years stirred with a loudness she could not ignore. 


When she suddenly lost her footing on the rocky surface, she gasped in 
surprise that a dream could feel so real. And how was it possible she was 
not afraid? On the contrary, she felt enveloped by the warmth of the 


night, and held in a sheltering embrace. What surprised her even more 


or 


were the whispers coming from the shrubs and encouraging her to move 


forward. 


‘“‘Who’s talking?” she asked, and giggles filled with mirth and 
insouciance reverberated through the air followed by a tinkling voice. 
“We are your guides. We are the purveyors of lost magic.” And giggles 
burst forth anew, and she caught herself smiling in the dark as if it were 


the most natural thing to be walking in some kind of fantasy land. 


The deep blue velvet of the sky was threaded with the glitter of stars. 
Moonlight cascaded down in argent tinsels lighting up her path. All her 
senses were thickened with delicious anticipation. The same longing she 


had felt before she fell asleep flooded her and prodded her on. 


Breathless, she arrived at the door of a small stone house that looked 
fairy tale like. The window shutters were open, and she could peek in. 
And out of the blue she was filled with a knowing that she was in 
Corsica, the island she had always wanted to visit, but kept that desire to 


herself. 


Moon rays fused with the light cast by several candles burning on a small 
table in a corner of the room revealed a bed covered with a white, 


gossamer canopy. A tray with a bottle of wine and two glasses was on the 
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night stand. The sheets on the bed were lavender-coloured and crisp- 
looking. Soft and familiar sounding instrumental music was oozing from 
somewhere. Then she recognized it and froze. It was an aria from George 
Bizet’s opera Pearl Fishers. Her heart lurched into her throat. She wanted 
to run away, but could not move. She wanted to wake up, but the dream 


held her tight in its grip. 


The door opened and he stood in the frame. He looked somewhat older 
than the last time she saw him seven years earlier. He smiled at her and 
opened his arms, and she walked into his embrace trembling under the 
crushing weight of the memories that resurfaced from some dark place in 
her subconscious mind, where she had buried them. Against her skin, he 


felt as familiar as if their breakup happened only moments ago. 


“But I forgot all about you,” she whispered. “Why did you come back?” 


“T never left, Cassandra. You pushed the story of us so deeply within you, 


but you cannot erase or kill what is real. And we were real.” 


“It would not have...could not have worked out, Frederick! I could not 
decline the offer for a huge scholarship for my Ph.D. We were living on 


two different continents. You could not leave your job, and your mom 
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was in hospital, and needed care..., our love simply sank under the 


insurmountable obstacles.” 


“Cassie, you could have waited. We could have lived apart until we could 


be permanently together. We had a unique kind of magic and you let it 
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go. 


“T could no longer stand the rollercoaster of the highs when we would 
meet, and the lows when we had to part,” she said with a defensive tone. 
“The crests and troughs of our love threw me completely off kilter... It 
was time for me to rebuild my life using the tools of my mind and not my 


heart.” 


She wanted to present more arguments why their relationship hit the reefs 
of reality, and had little chance of survival, but he kissed her, inflaming 


every cell in her body with the madness she always feared in her. 


He led her into the room initiating their dance of inebriated love. Time 
and distance faded away. While kissing him voraciously, she was telling 
herself it was just a dream, and no one could be held responsible for its 
content. She was not cheating on Finley. She will wake up soon, but 
while still asleep, she might as well relive the fantasy of her relationship 


with Frederick. 
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They became an entanglement of bodies and souls, fused breaths, gasps 
of ecstasy, star-filled eyes, and moans and sighs. She felt as if she were 
levitating toward some divine realm inaccessible to many mortals. They 
moved to the rhythm of cicada song, and swayed along with the 
undulating moonbeams. They watched their lovemaking in the reflection 
of a huge gilded mirror that stood against a wall. “You allowed yourself 
to forget magic, Cassie,” she heard him whisper in her ear, and she knew 
he was right. Her life had everything, except the kind of love that turns 
blood into roiling eddies of desire, and feels like perpetual summer 
throbbing in the veins. In his arms, her now roaring longing found its 


shelter and a sense of belonging. 


“How could I have ever let him go?” she wondered as their lovemaking 


was nearing a powerful crescendo. 


“T never stopped thinking of you,” he said, and just as she was about to 


reply, she woke up with a start feeling disoriented. 


She sat up in bed feeling tremors shoot through her body, and her heart 


beat furiously against her rib cage as if wanting to break out of prison. 


She got up and staggered into the kitchen. The dream left her in a state of 


bewilderment. Why would she have dreamed about Frederick when she 
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was certain she had erased every memory of him? Even though they 
remained Facebook friends, she unfollowed him as she did not want to 


see his posts. 


Back in bed she could not imagine falling back to sleep. She was still 
shivering with the sweetness of pleasures experienced in the dream, and 
most of all, with feelings of being madly in love with him again. Perhaps, 
she had never stopped loving him. Perhaps, she had only willed him into 


oblivion and he now emerged from that darkness?” 


She glanced at her phone and saw she had a message from the editor-in- 
chief informing her he would read the article the next day, and prepare it 
for publishing. Just as she wanted to turn the phone off and try to fall 


back to sleep, she heard a ping. 


It was her Messenger, and at first, she could not recognize the picture of 
the person who sent her a message. When she opened it and saw it was 
from Frederick, she felt no surprise. The strangeness of the night simply 


continued. 


“T saw you were on Messenger, and I wondered what was keeping you up 


at 3 am your time.” 
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Just like that, as if seven years of no communication had not stretched 


between them. 


“A strange dream woke me up,” she replied. 


‘“‘What was the dream about?” he asked. His voice was slightly tremulous 
and she remembered that he never completely eradicated his childhood 


stutter. 


She felt tempted to lie and say it was a nightmare she could no longer 
recall, but instead she said, “I dreamed about you. We were in a house In 
Corsica, and we made slow love the way we used, and there was music in 
the background and candlelight, and we poured wine all over each other, 
and....” She stopped talking, feeling embarrassed by revealing so much 


to him. Was he not now just another stranger? 


“T had a dream about you, too last night,” he said. “You came to the 
house I am currently staying at. I opened the door and you flew into my 


arms. It felt as if we had never parted.” 


They were both silent for a few moments, and then she asked, “Where are 


you?” 


“In Corsica, vacationing.” 
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“T have always wanted to visit Corsica,” she whispered. 


“Well, I’ve just arrived and plan to stay here for a week, and then move 


on. Why don’t you join me?” 


“Are you alone? I thought you got married.” 


“T was married for six months. Adele and I got married believing 
friendship would be enough, but it wasn’t, so we divorced and are back 
to being friends again. And, yes, I am alone. ...and lonely. Please come, 


Cassie.” 


Silence fell between them like a stage curtain. His voice was laced with 
nervousness when he said, “I hope you do not view the dream we both 
experienced as a mere coincidence. Please, don’t ruin this again. This 
dream is telling us something important. Our love had never crumbled to 
dust. And please don’t try to find a logical explanation for what has just 


happened between us. Why are you silent all of a sudden?” 


“T’m searching for flights to Ajaccio.” 


THE END 
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When I Last Saw You 
Kevin Hibsham 


We were twenty years younger. 

I remember that day it snowed heavily but they opened the schools. 
We decided to skip it anyway. 

I'll never forget how angry your mother was when she called mine, 
knowing where you'd be. 

We drank hot chocolate and listened to records. 

We believed in music. 

It was the dawn of the 80's and change was in the air. 


You were a sweet kid. 

We were small -town innocents, safe from the real world. 

If we were outside, we didn't feel the need to come in. 

I got into punk and new wave after seeing it on TV. 

You were devoted to the 60's. 

It was only The Beatles and The Stones for you. 

You would smirk and shake your head whenever I made you listen to 
The Ramones or The Sex Pistols. 


I grew my hair long. 

We grew apart. 

I'm not certain how that happens but it often did. 

I dated your sister. 

You fell in love with the bottle. 

We never would have guessed you may have been lonely or depressed. 
We thought that was our terrain. 

Pseudo-intellectuals trying to turn my early poems into songs. 


I don't know where we go when we die. 

I hope you wind up in a rock and roll heaven, jamming with Jim 
Morrison and John Lennon. 

I fear death has taken notice of our old crowd. 

I will never forget you, brother. 

Keep playing The Doors and The Monkees as loud as they'll allow you 
to. 
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I’m Writing a Poem 
ode to Father John Misty 


Julie Valin 


To get to the procession 

of school lunches, mowed lawns, 
Tuesday garbage days 

and the call of the hunger moon, 
I drive. 

I sing to my music, 

glance at the shape of my face 

in the rearview. 


I go through the tunnel of trees 
just as Father John Misty 

is singing the cemetery song. 
“Jesus Christ, girl,” he sings. 


I’m driving away 

to where my next poem 

will be delivered in the sand 
by white-capped hands. 


I go through the tunnel 

of trees—dark fathers 
crouching over 

my plotted path. 

“Someone’s gotta help me dig,” 
he sings. 


I can already feel the weight 

of the shovel in my slight hands, 
all the shapes pointing 

to various patches of earth. 

So much digging to do. 

I keep driving, 

a new line branched 

from my eye 

in the rearview 
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to the yellow-dotted line. 
I turn up the radio. 


“We should let this dead guy sleep,” 
he keeps singing. 
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skate & destroy 


Ben Newell 


They’ ve reissued the classic deck, 
same shape and graphics [sans name]. 


They don’t want 

to promote a guy who murdered 
his ex-girlfriend’s friend 

then buried her in the desert. 


Call me callous 
but I wish they had kept his handle. 


GATOR 
MARK ROGOWSKI PRO MODEL— 


Mass produced murderabilia 
to hang on my wall. 


A great conversation piece 
doubles as date-night club 

when things get awkwardly silent 
and she tries to leave. 
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Suburbia Circa 1998 


Alyssa Trivett 


My friend's former stepdad 
loved his Camaro more 

than his children. 

My friend would quite often 
tell me this. 

He'd wax it every afternoon 
as he stared into the sun 
shotgunning a cold beer. 

He smashed it into his forehead 
and went for the next. 

A potential Energizer Bunny. 
No one really knows 
whatever happened to him, 
or where he went. 

Not even him 
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Imaginary Ideas with Everette 


Dan Provost 


Nothing on the page is true, 
Only the failure... 

Everette Maddox 

Fixed— 

In imaginary translation... 
No one alive can claim 

the stones are misfits 

of the road... 

Only a lone witness, 

can describe spasms of 
loss 

efficiently—now and then. 
I have often come to 

the conclusion that 

my misconceptions are 
laughed at by toadies... 
Bards, who exist for worship 
of benevolent jottings... 
Praise, regrettably, will 
uplift a tainted soul sometimes... 
Concealing truth is the 
hardest vice to surrender... 
Maybe it's paranoia... 


Maybe it's pain... 


Maybe, Everette, it was all 
just a lie. 
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Stripped 
Luis Cuauhtémoc Berriozabal 


Where can one 
turn to when 
sanity 

has been stripped? 


The old is 

not the same. 
There are no 
dreams to catch. 


The sky has 
been crying 
in blood and 
not in tears. 


Who can you 
turn to when 
it is all 

but over? 
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Callous 
Tony Pena 


I don’t know why after eight 
hours grunting at the mill 
I'd always try to talk up 

that wise ass bartender, 
Grendel, at Gang Green Pub. 
A mega mouth who flaunts 
a Tom Brady Patriots jersey 
every Sunday the Jets play, 
regardless of who they play. 
What can I say but I’m just 
another fool who falls hard 
for the underdog every time 
even as she snarls, baring 

a chipped canine tooth 
waging war against whiskey 
and beer neon in gleaming 
like a well honed jade dagger 
imported from Chinatown. 


She’s made it very clear 

after I down a half dozen 
boilermakers and a marriage 
proposal or two that she won’t 
ride shotgun in my pick up truck 
but she’s game for my boss’s 
boss’s Coupe Deville and even 
though by last call she’s meaner 
than a hornets nest I still 

ain’t got the heart to tell 

her she ain’t got a prayer. 
Sometimes the hardest girls 
have the softest hearts 

and they don’t even know it, 
besides folks like her and me 
surely ain’t the kind of company 
the suits like to keep unless 
youre the bitch they’re pumping. 
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Rejection 


Dennis Moriarty 


I declined his offer of a crucifix 

After all 

It was never intended as a mere 

Gift 

More a condition of my acceptance. I watched his eyes drop 
anchor 

My own eyes 

Concealing something more substantial Than a smile. 

A moment widened and lengthened into The finality of rejection. 
The silence stretched between us Until 

His lips ruptured their sutured silence, Hurt 

A persistent twitch in the corner of his eye. His anger 

Blunt as an echo hammered flat on The anvil of rebellion. 
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I Unfriended Myself 
John Patrick Robbins 


Because apparently it's the in thing to do. 

I didn't want to be on the outs with the ass kissing convention or miss an 
empty like on facebook. 

I feel bad, but this job that doesn't pay my bills I take dead seriously. 
Public perception means everything, so please understand. 

I don't want to think for myself so apparently I will fit in just fine in this 
scene it seems. 


Welcome to high school 2.0 


See you under the bleachers. 
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an elephant stepping on a mouse 
J.J. Campbell 


i remember when 

i was younger and 
anytime my father 
farted he would say 
it was actually an 
elephant stepping 
on a mouse 


before i developed 
my sense of humor, 
i thought in very 
literal terms 


i never did find that 
elephant or the mouse 


as i got older, 

i reminded my father 
he went to vietnam 
to die and he failed 


he never found the 
humor in that either 
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Title Poem 
Todd Cirillo 


I ask her, 

"Why do you like 

the title Pieces Everywhere 
the best?" 


She said, 

"T don't know, 

it sounds like 

it would look pretty." 


Finally, 
a girl who sees things 


my way. 


Originally published in Kisses From A Straight Razor. 
From Epic Rites Press 
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Bukowski’s Peppers 
Puma Perl 


Last night at the Bukowski reading 
the theme was his crappy life 

I was blessed with a crappy life, 

he said, a crappy life to write about, 
always lucky with the dead-end jobs, 
the postal carrier, the parking attendant, 
says they hired him because he looked 
like he was too dumb to steal 

He was lucky enough to write 

without getting famous too young 

and missing life in the manure pile 


So, I read some of his poems 
about men and women 

sex and love and crappy lives 
But not all that crappy, 

not all the time 

Every now and then, a feeling, 
a man and a woman 

telling each other horror stories 
when they can’t sleep, 

or sitting by a kitchen window, 
everything all right 

until the next time 


The following morning 

I bought a yellow bell pepper 
because it looked pretty 

next to the red peppers I always get 
And then I picked an orange one, too 


My life will be less crappy 


with yellow and red and orange 
on the table, contrasting with green 
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My mother used to send me shopping 
with instructions to buy “the usual” 
Cling peaches, cottage cheese, 

two cans of tomato sauce, 

tuna fish, toilet paper, 

a quart of milk 

I don’t remember the rest 

Once, I took a chance on artichokes 
I’d eaten them at a friend’s house 
with some butter and they were good 
My mother considered it further proof 
of my craziness and borderline retardation 
Because nobody in their right mind 
would buy artichokes 

They’re too expensive 

Then why are they there? 


I swore I’d never buy “the usual” 
when I grew up, 

which turned out to be a lie 

I bought the usual this morning 
tomatoes, mushrooms, 

salad, chicken, avocados, 

red peppers, green peppers 


But I added a yellow pepper 
and an orange pepper 
because they looked so pretty 


Walking the half mile home 
carrying my shopping bags 

in the 25-degree weather 
stiffened my right leg 

and nothing felt pretty 

until I got home 

and unpacked the yellow pepper 
and the orange pepper 

still shining brightly 

against the red and the green. 
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JOHN THE FORMER BAPTIST 
R.M. Engelhardt 


John 

The Baptist 

In America 
Walked into 

The homes of 
The rich 

The Whitehouse 
Homeless telling 
Them about 
What's wrong 
What's happening 
To the American 
People living 
Paycheck to 
Paycheck 

How racism was 
Destroying our 
Land how children 
Were starving & 
How our history 
Was skewed to 
Make the powerful 
Look like saints 


And so they 

Gave him an 
Office, $150,000 
Dollars a year 

And a nice mansion 
In California 
Where he now 
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Keeps his head 
Thoughts to 
Himself doing 
Nothing to 

Help the world 
Every now & then 
Producing some 
Statistics that 
Make the powerful 
Look like 
Benevolent 


Gods 
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NO FUN OUT THERE TONIGHT 


Bradford Middleton 


I trawled this town for fun and 

Found nothing, so different to how it was 
Everyone out to find the new cool thing 
Rather than just, like me, rely on the 
Familiar, the reliable. 


They seem spellbound by any new 
Place that seems to pop up, they’re 
The favourites of those who crave the 
Coolest of the uncool, as temporary is 
Their time in this 20 something spell. 


Alas mine was permanent, except in 
My 30s those brief few years where i 
Tried, oh i so tried to fit in but gave up 
Once i turned 37 and the only job id 
Landed was the lowest of the low, a 
Trap I'm still stuck in to this day. 


The years have floated by with an 
Ease in my madness that suggests the 
Next months 

The next years, hell 

The next decades will 

Drift by in a blizzard of words 
No one to call for a late 

Night or early 

Day drink cos they’re all 

Fed up with how much i do 

To find fun in this town only 

To find fun at home working on 
The word, dreaming of a better 
Life than this. 
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Craft Ice/ Ryan Quinn Flanagan 
Ryan Quinn Flanagan 


what can 
the modern world 
give you 


if not 
perfectly round balls 
of craft ice 


for your drinks 


as you wait for the next 
album to drop 


and never once 
the balls 

you were born 
with. 
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Roadkill 
Gwil James Thomas 


The pickup sped past me, 
leaving a trail of dust to 
twist in the wind 

as I wandered on beneath 
the harsh Andalusian sun - 
miles from anywhere. 


Several yards ahead 

I came across 

a splattered snake - 

its guts freshly smeared 
across the road, 

having been dissected 

by two bloody tyre marks - 
the snake’s mouth 

still open, 

as if longing for an answer. 


Staring at the tragedy 

of mankind’s latest victim - 
I noticed a toad hop 

out from hiding, 

a couple of feet from 

the dead snake’s head, 
with a huge grin 

on his face 

and I reminded myself 
that there’s two sides to 
every story and that I too 
needed to find 
somewhere new to hide. 
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no sooner 
Wolfgang Carstens 


had my plane 

touched down in Canada 
when i started 

singing Fireworks 

by The Tragically Hip. 


as everyone 
shuffled slowly 
through security 
and customs 


an officer 
tapped me 
on the shoulder, 


said “you’re okay,” 
then ushered me 

to the front 

of the gate: 

“this one 

iS ours,” 


she said, 


waving 
me through. 
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Salvation 
Matt Amott 


We Slow dance 
while the band 
plays the Blues. 


Since finding you, 
I don't got ‘em 
no more. 
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First Trip to Taco Bell After the Pandemic Reopening 
Jim Bourey 


Taco Bell on North Dupont. 

Drive around one time, avoid 

the drive-thru, try to count heads. 

Day shift, noon. Park over by Target, cross lots, 

put on my mask without pulling it up, walk around, 

smoke two cigarettes. Count workers — two up front, 
drive-up with goofy head-sets — two, and some kid wiping up 
spilled sauce. Can’t see the back. Gotta see the back. 


Enter the store, masked up. 

Shuffle around. Walk to the men’s room. Don’t pee. 

Don’t wash hands. Don’t touch anything. At the counter, 

I count four in the kitchen. No, five. There’s the manager guy, 
thirty-ish, skinny, glasses, crooked tie, crooked teeth. 

He comes forward 

does a drawer pick-up. Couple hundred. I order 

from the Value Menu — Shredded Chicken Quesadilla Melt, 
Cheesy Roll-up — two bucks. Water, free in a tiny cup. 

Count people again. Pay with quarters. 


Tell the cashier 

girl I'll see her soon. 

Walk back to my car over at Target. 
Head home. 

Pick up 

my .38 Special. 

Go back for dinner. 
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Pricks 
Wayne F. Burke 


I walked upstream through the 
woods, among the trees 

and rocks 

to a quiet place 

below the falls 

I took my pants off 

and sat 

in the sun 

I was having a herpes attack, 
boils on my dick, 

and thought the sun 

might fix me up a little 

as I listened to the river 

flow 

THWACK 

a stone 

ricocheted off a boulder 
thrown down from above 
some little bastard 

his mongoloid head on top the 
hillside 

I wrestled my pants on 

and began the steep climb 
but soon 

gave up, because 

my dick hurt 

plus 

the little prick long gone. 
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I NEVER KILL SPIDERS 
Jay Passer 


one afternoon at the Shoe when I first moved there 
the girl in the studio next to Bobo’s 
knocked on the door 


I was there alone, and answered 
she was mildly cute I suppose. 


she paused suggestively with her hand on the doorframe 
and said, 

there’s a spider in my bathtub: 

would you mind coming over 

and killing it? 


I would mind, I said 
and shut the door in her face. 


later that evening 

there was a knock at the door 

it was the boyfriend of the girl with the 
arachnid infestation 


he scowled at me as hard as he could 
and said 

so you’re the guy 

hitting on my girlfriend? 


I felt a presence behind me 


it was Bobo, knife in hand, 
backing me up 
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do you not know who this is? said Bobo 
a bit of menace curling his lip 


the boyfriend looked unsure 


this is Jay Passer, the poet! 
you ought to be ashamed of yourself! 


I don’t think the guy knew who I was 
but one look at Bobo’s blade 

and he huffed it on 

out of there. 


did you really hit on her? Bobo wanted 
to know. 

I might have, I said, but 

she has something against spiders. 


new dick is all she wanted, said Bobo, new dick 
and conflict. 


Bobo went back to making a fortune for Amazon 
and I fell back on the couch 

and watched the Mariner’s game 

while 

nervously composing haiku. 


spiders have every right to live in the Shoe, too 
I thought, 

lording over the puny insects 

like they do 


and keeping the dickless bitches 
on their toes. 
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Hey There Beautiful 
Scott Simmons 


There isn’t a day that goes by without me missing you. 


Or that I go without thinking of your beautiful eyes. 
It’s truly heartbreaking that the only place we’ll ever meet again is my 
mirror. 


What did you think I was actually talking about you? 


I’m an editor not someone who really cares about other human beings. 
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Pass Me By 


Kevin M. Hibshman 


Thank you for the coffee. 
Thank you for noticing me and stopping and for not walking on me as 
you rushed by. 


I wonder what must it be like to have a destination, a place where they 
are expecting you to arrive 


in freshly-laundered clothes with a well-fed smile on your face? 


I was just unlucky, I guess, to have no people left, no cash to spend and 
the rest of my life to count the footsteps as they pass me by, 
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Legacy 
for Eddie Valin 


Julie Valin 


He lived tough 

and he died tough, 

my uncle said. 

Born at the wilted end 
of the depression; 
punching his way 
through the be-bop 
days with a cigarette pack 
rolled in his sleeve; 
flashing his badge #2 
to bad guys wrongfully 
stepping into his town; 
it has come to this: 

he will still shoot 

the grass up 

from underneath. 


92 


just play around with it 
Ben Newell 


After providing a half-assed tutorial 
my manager 
tells me to “just play around with it...” 


I can’t make heads or tails 

of this byzantine computer nightmare 
so I go to the restroom 

for some much needed stress relief— 


Nothing 
like a good wank 
to clear the head. 


Not exactly 

what my manager had in mind 

but in today’s workplace 

it’s important to think outside the box. 
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Heading to Point B 
Alyssa Trivett 


Raindrops pounce on my eyelids as I prepare to hop in the 
boxcar to 

point B after a lackluster last hour. 

If it was a VHS tape I'd rewind it 

but it's best not to relive those things. 

I always sling words out of it, anyways; 
even as the lonely flickering streetlight 
greets me. 

Suburbia film noir, of sorts. 

For some strange reason, it 

always clicks off 

every single time 

I hit the driveway. 
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The Same as Before 
Dan Provost 


No search for 
mourners today. 


All hiding under 
a canopy of 
tears... 


Trophy hunters shoot to thrill... 
Congratulate each other as 
the new masters of the universe. 


Faulty heroes claim divine 
right... 


Sleep, without a hint of remorse. 
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Death Stay Out of My Bedroom 
Luis Cuauhtémoc Berriozabal 
Death stay out of my bedroom. 


This dark place is not for you. 

I have closed the curtains for me. 
It is without light for my eyes. 

I have pulled up the sheets 

over my head. 


Death I am still in decent shape. 
Stay out of my bedroom, please. 
I am not ready for that cold place. 
This silence is not for your ears. 


Death, we will have our time. 
This bed is just for me. 

There is no good reason for you 
to suddenly stand by my side. 


It is not a good time for me to go. 
I still have struggle left in me. 


Death, do not drop by unexpectedly. 
You can watch me sleep. That’s all. 


Death, stay out of my bedroom. 

The groans you hear are not from pain. 
Let me remain obscure and breathing. 
Be an angel and let me sleep. 
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Death, do not encircle me. 

Do not tear me apart like a vulture. 
You and I will meet some day. 

Do not wound me fatally. 


Death, I need to be alone now. 

I know you love a darkened room. 
Do not shoot me between the eyes 
Can’t we come to an understanding? 
I need more time. I still have life. 
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Dumbed Down Dreams 
Tony Pena 


The wake up call a far cry 

from busking outside 

Barnes & Noble in Union Square 
with city folk like the rabid 

town villagers in Frankenstein 
screaming at the management 

of book sellers to carry my first 
collection of underground poetry. 


When the bosses finally agreed 

to their demands the boisterous 
crowd hoisted all two hundred 
pounds of me onto their adoring 
shoulders like Ralphie‘s classmates 
doing the honors in the Christmas 
Story after his A plus plus plus 

ode to the Red Ryder BB gun. 


On to the White Horse Tavern 
where Guinness after Guinness 
found its way down my gullet 
with the occasional punctuation 
of Jamison’s till I crawled out 

at last call with my hand prints 
tracking onto a slab of just 
poured cement just a puke away. 


Dylan Thomas must be burning 

the wood of his coffin with ire 

as 567 Hudson fights to stay alive 
and my wildest dream changes gear 
to a mega million ticket cashed in 
for beaucoup bucks before El Jefe 
of the heavens baits and switches 
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A Little Flesh Music 
Dennis Moriarty 


I will play you a song on your breasts 

If you’ll let me 

Tune each nipple to the pitch of my tongue. Virtuoso on anatomy 
I will come upon each areola with gusto And fingers aflame, 
Playing you softly like a bow on the strings Of wanton desire, 
Discovering new agonies, new pleasures in The clefts of your 
flesh. 

Lay back and dream drift away on a tide Of emerging 

sensations, 

Ecstasy swelling and crashing ashore. I will nip you and bite you, lick 
you and love you, Tempt you and taste you and tease 

Your pores open until your flesh oozes and Your body dances 
On the strings of your own wanton desire. 

with a well aimed bolt of lightning. 
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every golden rule 
J.J. Campbell 


she traces the scars 
on your body with 
her tongue 


each line of cocaine 
is for every golden 
rule she plans on 
breaking tonight 


it's the last five 
hundred dollars 
to your name 


you can't think 
of a better way 
to go broke 
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Inhalation 
Puma Perl 


Your mother really did a job on you, 
said R, noting my panic 

at unanswered text messages, 

my tendency to think anyone 

who didn’t respond 

must be dead or disabled, 

my inability to separate 

feelings and actions 


My cataclysmic thinking, 
he called it 

I understood why 

he took off, 

although it wouldn’t 
have killed him 

to say goodbye 


I even understood 
when he hooked up 
with the girlfriend 

of a younger friend 

I don’t know what 
bothered me most, 

her age, or his betrayal 


Wait a minute... 

I’m lying again 

I understood nothing 
except his need to leave 
once he recognized 

the nature of the damage 


He wrote me a letter, 
said he’d call 

Luckily, he never did 
I might have answered 
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Love isn’t about bandages 
or alcohol poured 

into open wounds 

It’s not even about 
understanding 

Just clean up your mess 
and let others 

inhale and exhale 

without direction 

or critique 


Control your breaths 
and leave everyone else 
the fuck alone. 
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THE MAN WHO SAID NOTHING 
R.M. Engelhardt 

When there's nothing to say? 

They say 

Say nothing 

Just sit back and watch as 

The world moves as directed 

As the universe 

Turns to shit 

You watch as the sun 

Rises & sets the moon 

Changing from season 

To season 


And lose yourself 


In the love of 
All others 


In the hate of 
All others 


In anger 
In loss 


In grief 


And still? 
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You say nothing 
Do nothing 


As you watch 

The lunatic 

The mad king 
Serial killer cops 
And federal troops 
Hurting protesters 


On the news 
On parade 


That you can never avoid 
Or turn away from 


Headline: 


200,000 
Now dead 


As you cry 
Scream inside 


So loud that 
You think that 
The rest of 
The world can 
Hear you 


But no. 
They can't 


Because you said nothing 
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Did nothing 
And the world? 
Your world of 
Comfort, family 
And freedom 
TV & 9to5 
Burned Away 
Suffocated 

And died 


And still? 


You said 
Nothing 


AS one morning 
You put 

A gun to your 
Head 


And fired 
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ALONE 


(away from those maddening crowds who storm the bars) 
Bradford Middleton 


The days of late have passed in 

A haze of happiness as life, away 
From the maddening crowd who 
Now dominate the bars I used to 
Trawl around, is spent now mostly 
Alone. 


Alone in my room and 


Alone with my thoughts i 
Sit back scribbling it all down 
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Dwarfism is on the Rise 
Ryan Quinn Flanagan 


according to this article 
in a popular magazine 
I never once subscribed to 


and I laugh out loud 

with such a buzzing flypaper honesty 
so that the rest of the bookstore 
brandishes the royal 

stink eye 


all because no one 
sees the irony: 


staff writer, editor, any dwarves 
that may be reading... 


I leave the store 
feeling better than I have 
in five months. 


Walk right out into traffic. 


Lost to thought and everything 
else. 
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Erato 


Gwil James Thomas 


I was half passed out in bed, 
as she walked back and forth 
and flicked through 

my most recent chapbook. 


‘My relationship with your poetry 
is a love/hate one,’ she told me, 
‘Same as me,’ I mumbled, 

as she then put down 

the chapbook and asked - 

‘How come almost all of these 
poems feature bugs in them?’ 

‘I dunno, maybe it’s because 
I’ve seen more style, passion 
and brevity in bugs than 

I’ve seen in humans recently,’ 

I stated, 

‘That’s a real shame,’ she said. 


I shrugged and looked up, 
noticing a moth relentlessly 
hitting itself against the lightbulb - 
but before I could say anything, 

I felt her hand on top of mine. 


‘T think it’s time to find inspiration 
elsewhere,’ she said and slowly 
guided my hand up her leg, 

before our lips met 

and something in me finally felt 
human again. 
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Chris Cornell’s 
Wolfgang Carstens 


final performance 
at the Fox Theater 
in Detroit 


was his Swan Song. 


Cornell 
had never sounded 
better. 


it’s believed 
he blew out his voice 
that night. 


whether or not 
it’s true 
doesn’t matter. 


there wasn’t 


going to be 
any encore. 
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Northern California 
Matt Amott 


We used walk 
along the rails 

in Colfax 

and sleep 

by the train tunnel 
in Alta. 

We used to ride 
the Zephyr 

up to Truckee 

and I took 

your picture once 
in the old Sacramento 
rail yard. 


But tonight 
while lying in bed, 
I think of you 
when I hear 
the train 

in the distance. 
I was hoping 
that now, 

I lived 

too far 

away. 
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Two Protests 


Jim Bourey 


1) 

We were met by protestors 
as we got off the bus 

at the main gate. Antiwar. 
Long-haired mostly, 
smiling, urging us 

to walk away, join them 

in their cause. They gave 
us flowers and leaflets. 


I kept the three white carnations, 
put the psychedelic style leaflet 
into a trash can. Shouldn’t litter. 


ID 

Driving through Syracuse, 
looking for an open gas station, 
came down to Brighton 
and was met by a crowd 
protesting police brutality. 
Shouting, angry folks, 
white and black, carrying 
signs, mostly said 

Defund the Police, 

I shook my head. 


Made a left on McAllister. 


Headed back onto I-81. 
Got my gas down in Cortland. 
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March 17 
Wayne F. Burke 


how green the grass of 

Saint Stephen's Green 

next to a pub 

where I drank six Irish whiskeys 
six Guinness Stout, walked out 
and boarded the Dublin-Drumcondra bus 
standing room only 

I fell and 

was lifted up as 

the bus 

spun out of control 

and I lurched 

seat to seat 

among the smiling people 
having fun; I crashed into the barrier 
and fell out 

and wandered pitch black street 
until I found the door 

to my sodden basement flat, entered 
and passed 

out, woke 

fully dressed and 

to rain 

and gloom 

outside 

plus 

the clippity-clop 

of a horse 

pulling a milk-wagon 

through my 

head. 
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Waking Up Slowly 
Kevin M. Hibshman 


I cannot reach into the folds of your memory to erase what happened. 

I cannot soothe your rage or tackle the panic that assaults you daily. 

I have never found a trusted remedy for despair. 

I am not sure what to do when your demons start kicking 

I know you only wish to slow the voices that mock your struggle. 

Will you wake up to yet another chalky dawn with one shoe on and the 
pillow over your head? 

You catch your breath and carry on, your money, your hope and your 
luck long gone. 

You don't even know if you're alive or dead. 
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Advice 
Alyssa Trivett 


I remember what my deceased father 
relayed to me about dog walks; 
always remember to 

double knot 

your shoelaces. 
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Symptoms 
Dan Provost 


Falling off the wagon, hungover, 
body shakes in Boston City Park... 


Forgot how you wound up ona 
clammy bench... 


Clinical depression, chronic 
insomnia, 


story never told 
oh, so bold, 


when walking into walls— 
Finding your finish, whiskey... 
Knife to wrist, shocked— 
chagrined!!! 


My terms for seizing the 
hour... 


4 AM, up for two days... 
Drunk is shameful... 


Teeth hurt...gradual 
peek at frail 
written 
notes... 


You call yourself a poet... 
Shame. 
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Irritable Bowel Syndrome... 
add to the list of diagnosis... 


Zoloft, bran muffin, 
Cognitive Behavior Therapy... 


Keep a notebook on 
your nightstand... 


Read, read, read... 
Follow examples of the classics... 


Fry the senses with Herman Hesse... 
Sing the songs with Leonard Cohen... 


Fall... 


Fall... 
Fall... 


116 


Wind and Rain 
Luis Cuauhtémoc Berriozabal 


Wind and rain form 
in my brain and 
thoughts start flowing. 
Their ideas 

merge, the wind is 
long, the rain is deep. 
Their voices meet 

at the river 

time after time 

and separate. 

Their liquid thoughts 
leave my veins cold. 
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Drive 
Tony Pena 


Not a typical teen 

wanting wheels by sixteen, 
I was well into my twenties 
before fishing out a license 
from a Cracker Jack box . 
Outside of some Beach 
Boy and Springsteen songs, 
I knew next to nothing 
about cars and absolutely 
nothing about women 

and though my late 
blooming never turned 
ignition on popular 
mechanics I took 

solace in the ladies. 

Well, at least the ones 

not so enamored 

with sleek chrome, 

pick up, and leather 
upholstery so when 

it came to tongue on 

skin I got the memo 

and made like hot 

rubber on road 


navigating curves 
till the only sound 
of engine revving 
came from her throat 
moaning pleasure 
as I flew through 
the checkered flag 
like Mario Andretti 
making up time for 
a date with a bottle 
of buttermilk , 

lust, and destiny. 
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The Silent Notes 


Scott Simmons 


I can taste the cigarettes on your lips. 


And feel myself drifting away. 


The only word to describe it, is music. 


119 








